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PREFACE. 



This tragedy is submitted to the publick with 
the most grateful sense of the kindness with which it 
has been honoured. It was originally intended ta 
be published as sent to the Theatre ; but the omis- 
aions and changes consequent on its being perform-^ 
ed, were numerous. The reader will now j5nd it in 
every respect a copy from the prompt book. The 
imperfect lines which sometimes occur in the verse 
ave arisen from the determination to make the con-^ 
formity complete. 

Seven plays upon the subject of Brutus are be- 
fore the publick. Only two have been thought 
capable of representation, and those two did not long 
retain possession of the stage. In the present play 
I have had no hesitation in adopting the conceptions 
and language of my predecessors wherever they 
seemed likely to strengthen the plan which I . had 
prescribed. This has been so done as to allow of n6 
injury to personal feelings or private property. Such 
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obligations to be culpable must be secret ; but it may 
be observed that no assistance of other writers can be 
available without an effort almost^ if not altogetlie/, 
as laborious as original composition. 

I am reluctant to select peculiar objects of praise, 
when I found zeal and politeness so universal. — But 
I must be permitted to add my gratitude to the pub- 
tick admiration of Mr. Kb.an's most masterly and 
fq^endid performance of the p/incipal chamcter.-:=- 
Mrs. Glover, too, has claims on nte which must not 
be forgotten. — ^The play was introduced by ber to 
the Tlieatte, and its share of publick fwK^f mwt be 
lai^ly attributed to the critical (aste of this very 
Amiable and intelEgent woman. 

^o the SuB'*CoM MiTTES and the Manager/ I 
i^Iso beg to return my grateful thanks. 



4j Shuikampton-itreet^ Cvvent Garden, 
December 9, 181 B, 



PROROGUE, 

WrUtM hy a FRIEND. Spoken by Mr. H. KEMBLE. 






Time rushes oW us ; thick as evenhig clouds 
Ages roll back : — what calls them from their shrouds ? 
What in full visioa brings their good and gveat^ 
The men whose virtues iitajie the nation*s fate^ 
The far, forgotten stars of humankind? 
The ST AGE,— the mighty telescope of mind ! 

If later, lucklesa arts that stage profane, 
The actor pleads — not guilty of the stain : 
He, but the shadow flung on fashion's tide — 
Yours, the high will that all its waves must guide : 
Your voice alone, the great reform «ecure% 
His, but the passing hour-r-4he age is ypurs. 

Our pledge is kept. Here, t/ei, no chargers wheel, 
No foreign slaves on ropes or scaffolds reel. 
No gallic ainazons, half naked, clin^b 
From pit to gallery, — the low sublime ! 
In Shakspeare's halls,, shall dogy and bean eogage ? 
Where brutes are actors, be a bootbthe stage ! 
And we shall iriumfA yet. The cloud hsts hung 
Darkly above^--but day shijl sj^ingw^i^^^ ^^P^^x^g — 
The tempest has but swept, not shook the shrine ; 
No lamp that genius lit has ceased to shine ! 
Still lives its sanctity. Around the spot 
Hover high spirits — shapes of burning thought — 
Viewless — but call them, on the dazzled eye 
Descends their pomp of immortality : 
Here, at your voice, Rowe, Otway, Southern come, 
Flashing like meteors thro' the age's gloom. 
Perpetual heie — king of th' immortal band^ 
Sits SuAKSPEARE crowu'd. He lifts the golden wand, 
And all obey ; — ^the visions of the past 
Rise as they lived, — soft, s])lendid, regal, vast. 
Then Ariel harps along the enchanted wave, 
Then the Wierd sisters thunder in their cave,— 
The spell is wound. Then shows his mightier art, 
The Moor's lost soul ; the hell of Richard's iMtrt, 
And stamps, in fiery warning to all time^ 
The deep damnation of a tyrant's crime. 
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To night we take our lesson from the tomb : 
'Tisthy sad cenotaph, colossal Rome! 
How is thy helmet clcfl, thy banner low, 
Ashes and dust are all thy glory now ! 
While o'er thy. wreck, a host of monks and slaves, 
Totter to '^ seek dishoiiourable graves.'* 

The story is of Brutus, in that name 
Tower'd to the sun her eagle's wing of flame! 
When sank her liberty, that name of power, 
Pour'd hallow 'd splendours round its dying hour. 
The lesson lived for man — that heavenward blaze 
Fixed on the pile the world's eternal gaze. 

Unrivall'd England ! to such memories thoa, 
This hour dost owe the laurel on thy brow ; 
Those, fi]^ed. when earth was like a grave, thy tread, 
Prophet and warrior! 'twixt the quick and dead, — 
Those bade thee war for man, — those won the name 
That crowns thee — famed above all Roman fame. 

Now, to our scene, — ^we feel no idle fear. 
Sure, of tlie hearts, the J5ri/wA justice here; 
If we deserve it, sure of your applause— 
Then, hear for Reme, ibr England, for ^ our cause ! " 
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BRUTUS; 

Or, THE FALL OP TARQUIN. 



ACT I 



ScENl h-^A Street m Home. 

Enter Valerius and Lucrbtivs. 

VaL Words are too feeble to express the horror 
With which my soul revolts against this TarqidB. 
Bjr poison he obtained his brother's wife, 
Then, by a baser murder, grasp'd the crown. 
These eyes beheld the aged monarch, thrown 
I)own from the senate house, — ^his feeble limbi 
Bruis'd by the pavement, — ^hia time honoured locks 
Whidi, f^m the very robber would have gain'd 
Respect and veneration, — bath'd in blood ! 
With difficulty rais'd, and tottering homeward 
The murderers followed — struck him—and he died ! 

Luc. Inexpiable crime ! 

Vol. High in her regal chariot Tullia came— « 
The corpse lay in the street. The charioteer 
Tum'd back the reins in horror. ^' On^ slavCy an! 
Shall dead men stop my passive to a throne ?" 
Exclaim'd the parricide. The gore was dashed 
From the hot wheels up to her diadem! 

Luc. And Heaven's avenging lightnings were witiibeld \ 
Here rules this Tullia, while the king, her husband 
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Wastes cmr best blood m giddy, guilty war ! 
Spirit of Marcus Junius !— Would the gods 
Deign to diffuse thy daring through the land 
Rone from her trance with giant spring would start 
Dash off her fetters and amaze the world ! 

VaL Junius ^idstsapr? Oh! tynmi^y long since 
Had sunk — chaiifd— buried in its native hell--- 
But Tarquin, trembling at his virtues^ murdered 
Him and his elder son. The youngf^, Luciiis, 
Then on his travels, *scap'd the tyrant's sword 
But lost his reason at their fearfiif ftdl. 

Luc. Aye, the same Lucius who now dwells with Tar- 
quin,— 
l^he jest, the fool, the laughing stock oHh 'court 
Whom the young jjrinces always carry with, 'em 
To be the Lut of their unfeeling miirthi 

Vol. Hold. I hear steps. Great things may yet be 
done 
If we are men. and feithfol to our countxy. [Ejfeunt. 
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.SCENSill. ' 

EnUr C^AiTDitTs and A nirNs, laughing- 

Arum. Thet^h'tio'dddoribrtfie spleen IH^eL'tfd^ 
Whst prkHmis isdftUis (tf ^fbBy 'did he aet 
When, lately, through the unknown seas of Greece 
He went with lis HcrlWlphi ?— But,l)ehold ! 
Where fiiU of 'btft&ieiB'his #ise worship comes ! 

'Biiier Lvofvs Jtrinvs. 

Chud. WhiHiier8ofiurt,gooaJuniuS)teIlti8Whit]ier? 
JUrc. To Rome, to ItdOM-^the quen demands my pre- 

The stel^lMiMia'aaa!! a^ 



Amiafqcd? If fo^ JM CtnAOt i^y 

Fm tBe first fool graced by a nuMiarcb't ft^our. 

Arum. Why, Junius, travdi has impr^'d tky wit 
Thou spcakest shrewdly. 

Liuc. Do I so^ my lofd? 
I'm always i^lad when you and I a^^iee: 
you have just sticli a wit as I should chpose. 
Would I Goiild purchase such I^-though it might sjdit 
Hy head, .as eou&i'd air does — ^water Imbbles i 

Ctau. How say you? Purchase? Pr'ythee what would'st 
give? . / 

^ Isuc. What m^Aild. I give ? — ^ten acres of my land ! : 

-rfni/^^. Thy laid I Whe w li«s ^t ? 

Xtrc. Ask the Ung, my cousin : . 
He knows full well. : { thtokihim, hs's my ^tciwait)?' . 
And takes the trouble :<)ff my handsh - i ^ 

CUan. Who toddsthee.ao? 

Iau:. The king^ faimaelf. Now twenty years are p^^tv; . ' 
Or more, — ^since he sent ftnr me fron^ my &na. . 
^ ESnsmafC^ said b^ with u kind* gracious smila^ 
^ For the block crime ofireason which zoom char/^d. 
^ Against thyftdher and thy elder broihery 
^^ Their lives have' paid: Jbr thte^ as Ikme vwrcjf^ 
'^ Isixie and be happy : simple is thy mrnP^ — 

Aruns. True, luiamaD^ ttua — i'iisilh 'tis woodroiis 
simple. 

Luc. And tbal simplioity will be a pledge 
That thou wilt never plot agai»rt thy sovereign^— 

Clau. Indeed, for that, I'll be thy bondsman, iww* - 

Luc. Live in my hoolse, compaiiioii of mf obiMtVeilt' 
As for thy land, to ease thee of all care < ^ < 

111 take it for thy use ; all thai I ask . » 

Of thee, is gratitude^ : . 

Aruns. And art thou not 
Grateful for gobdniess so nnmerited'?' » 

Lttc. Am i not'? Ni^^r, by the holy gods 
Will I forget it ! 'Tis my constant pray'r 
To heaven, that I may one day have the pow'r 
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To pay the debt [ owe him. But stay — stay — ■ 
I brought a message to you from the king. 

Arvns. Thank the gods, then, for tliy' good memory, 
fool! "l 

Luc. The king your father sends for you to council) . 
Where he debates how best to conquer Ardea. .'J 

Shall I Ix;forc and (ell him ye are coming ? 

Clau. Aye, or behind, or with us, or stay here — 
As thy wit prompts, — as suiis thy lofty pleasure. 

{Exit Aruns and Claudius, laugMno;. 

Luc. (alone) Yet, 'tis not that which ruffles me— thegibe* 
And scornful mockeries of ill govern'd youth — 
Or flouts of dastard sycophants and jesters, 
Reptiles, who \iy (heir bellies on the du<t 

Before the frown of majesty ! — All lhi» 

r but expect, nor grudge to bear ; — the lace 

I carry, courts it ! — Son of Marcus Junius! 

When will the tedious gods permit thy gou! 

To walk abroad in her own majesty 

And throw (his vizor of Ihy madness from thee ? 

To avenge my father's and my brother's murder ! 

(And sweet I must contcss wo'ild be the draught !) 

Had this been all — a thousand opportunities 

I've had to strike the blow,— and ray own life 

I had not valued as a rush. But still — 

There's something nobler to be done — my soul ! 

Enjoy the strong conception. Oh! 'tis glorious 

To free a sroanjng country— 

To see Revenge 

Spring like a lion from its den and, tear 

These hunters of mankind ! Grant but the lime, 

Grant but the moment, gods ! If I am wanting. 

May I drag out this idlot^feigned life 

To late old age, and may posterity 

Ne'er hear of Junius but as Tarquin's fool t 

{^Exit Lucius Jun 
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SCENE III. 
A State Apartment in the Palace of Tullia. 

Enter TvLLi A, preceded b^ Gv ARD&, Banner Bearers, 
Ladies, — ondJbUoxed by Valbrids. She appears pet' 
turbed, and speaks apart. 

Tttl. (apart.) Why should the steady mind to shadows 
yield ? 
And yet this vision ahnkes my frame with Iiorror ! 
I thought his spirit thundcr'd iu my ear 
" Remember, when, tr.i/d with ambitiOTi' s frensi/ 
And all Rome's empire tnyovr view, you drove 
Your chariot wheels o'er ifovr dead father's body, 
Up to the shouting forum !" Why, my soul, 
Dost thou now shun remembrance of that hour ? 
'Twas but the cause — the cause — For this base clay 
How differs it from the dull earth we tread on 
When the life's gone? — But, next, the Sybil came. 
Whose mystic book at such a price we bought 
And cf ied, " The race of Tarquin shall be Kings 
Till a fool drive them hence and set Somejree ! " 
Strange prophecy ! — What fool? — It cannot be 
That the poor dolt, companion of my sons — 
— Hark thee, Valerius— Know 'st thou that same fool 
Now in the camp 

Vol. 1 know Uim well. — A man 
Who, when he had a name, Was Lucius Junius :-- 
A braver citizen Rome never boasted, 
And wise and learn'd withal; now chang'd, alas! 
A spectacle which humbles me to look on ! 

Tul. Bat is he harmless in his moody humours ? 

Vol. Tame as my horse, which, thomjh duvoid of reason 
Shall turn, shall slop, aD<l at my angry bidding 
Shall kneel, till I am throned on his back ; 
And this shall Junius ; the like instinct stirs 
Junius anil him, — no more. 

Tul. (apart.) Hence, idle fears ! 
— ^Yet, when he went to Delphi, 'tis giv'ti out 



The efacle addressed him with ftrange pofientft 
And eaclmight since, my dreams have been difturb'd 
By a wild form, too much resembling his 
Leading our soldiers forth with sword and flames 
Rewlters from the camp, -fo storm the palace. 
But he is sent for thence and shall be watched. 

Enter Hon ATiVB. 

Hot. Your orden are obey'd. Lucius awaits. 

Tn/. Set him before us. ££xJI. Hoa 

(To Taleruqs.) Tdl me, will he answ^ 
If we do que^^on him ? 

Val. I thinkheifrillr. 
Yet sometimes when the moody 4t doth take hin) 
He will not speak for days ; yea, rather starve 
Than utter ni||mfl's cravings: theaanon , . .■ .. 

HeUl prattle ^cewdJy, witihfiich witty foUy . 
As almost betters; ^f^asoo: 

HoiM^imsvreltnwdf^A Luciirs Jovius: . 

TuL Harkttwe, feilbw, 
How art thou ciiU'd I . ■ , 

Lucius* Aiool, 

Tff/. FoplifortJbgr Qatore; 
Thou answer^st weU, — but I demand thy nj^me. 

LucMS. Nothing but fooL 

TuL His fiuH^Hi^ <^^ hrutiih ;r«- * ... 

BRUTUS shall be thy .^w^e- . :, 

Brutus. Thanks to your gra^e ! 

Hor. Dost like thy new name^ gentle Bcate ? 

Br. So w;^ 
Who will may take the fiooL I care not who— 
Your Highness, an it like you. 

-ffbr. IthefooU 

■ 

Sirrah, good words, or I ^1 l^e thee healei^t : 

Br. A fool thou wilt not beat7--4i bmte thou dar'st not, 

For the dull ass will kick againo^ the striker, 

If struck too harshly. 



TuL Letmelieernpiiioie;. 
There'a mischirf in his folly. Send him heMe. 
Bttt gtay— ni search him farther.— Hark thee, Bnititf, 
Thou wast at Delphi, with oiir sobs the Princes— 
Tell me— what questions put they to Apollo ? 
Br. Your sons did ask who should be chief in .Aomc 
Tul. Hah! What replied the oracle to that? 
Br. With pains and stnigjorlings the ^prophetic dame 
This destiny reported from her god— 

^ Great and most gtorious ihiall that Roman fte, 
" Who first shall greet his mother wUh a Ism:' 
Tul. That is fulfillM by Sextiis. 
Hot. Aje^ bestmight 
Hasten 'd from thence and kissed the queen, his mother. * 

Br. Woe for me, I have no mother I — 
And yet I kiss'd her first. 

Tul. Thou kiss^ her ?— Thou ? 
Br. Y«a, madam, for joist then my foot did slip 
In the fresh blood 6F a sew^laughter'd victim, 
And, falling, I did kiss my mother— ^earth. 

Tul. Oh, that the earth had swallow'd thee outiigl^ 
Till thou hads't kiss'd the centre ! I perceive 
The gods are leagued, with folly to destroy as. 
My very blood chills at my heart. — Away. 

[jE^^V TuLLiA, TmthGvKKn^andhAJO^^^' 
Hor. Hark tbee, thou Brutus ; I in part suspect 
Thou ap'st this folly ; if I find thee triflfaig 
Or juggling with, the S^ytbia for predictions, 
By all the gods 141 have thee flayM, tby skin 
Strip'd into'thonga, tcatrangle thee withal, 
Dissembling varlet ! — ( Strikes BrDtus, who seizes him. 

VaL Shame, my lord ! forbear f 
Threat'ning a fool you do but wrong yourself. 

Hor. But that the princes love his son, brave TituSy , 
My dagger should have pierc'd his throat ere now 
And sent him to his mother earth for ever! 
He steU lie WiAdiM— Oofll^ eame ynth me, Valerius* 
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VaL The gods restore thee, Bnitas, to thyiti£^ 
And us to thee ! Farewell ! IBsni Valbjiius, 

Br. (alone) A little longer, 
A little longer yet support me, patience 1 
The day draws on : it presses to the Urtli — 
I see it in the forming womb of time — 
The embryo liberty. — Hah! 'tis my son ~ 
Down, rebel nature, down ! — % 

Enter Titus. 

. TV. Welcome to Rome ! 
Would I might welcome thee to reason too ! 

Br. Give me thy hand — nay, give it me— 

Ti. What would'st thou ? 
Speak to thy son. 

Br. I had a thing to say. 
But I have lost it ^Let it pass— no matter. 

Ti. Look not upon me with those eyes, but speak ; 
What is it that annoys thee ? Tell thy friend — 
How can I serve thee ? What dost lack ? 

Br. Preferment 
Thou cansH do much at court 

TV. Ah, this is nothing ! 

Br. So much the fitter for a fool's petition, 
And a court promise. 

Ti. Oh, this trifling racks me. 

Br. Lend me thin^ ear : I'll toll a seonet to thee 
Worth a whole city's ransom. This it is ; 
Nay, ponder it, and lock it in thy hearts- 
There are more fools, my son, in this wise worid 
Than the gods ever made. 

Ti. Say 'kt thou, my father ? 
Expound this riddle. If thy mind doth harbour 
Aught that imports a son like me to know, ' 
Or kno\%ing to atchieve, declare it. 

Br. Now, n)y son 
Should the great gods, who made me what thou flteV^ 
Repent, and in their vengeance cast upon me 



• # ■ 

The imrden of my senses back again-rr 
What If ould'st thou say ? 

TL Oh, my lamented ^ther, 
Would the kind gods restore thee to thy reason — 

Br. Then, Titus, then I should be mad with i^ason. 
Had I the sense to know myself a Roman, 
This hand should tear this heart from out my> ribs 
Ere it should own allegiance to a tyrant, 
li^ therefore, thou dost love me, piay the gods 
To keep me what I am. M^re all are slaves. 
None but the fool is happy. 

Ti. We are Romans — 
Not slaves — 

Br. Not slaves ? Why, what art thou ? 

Ti. Thy son. 
Dost thou not Tu^ovr me ? 

Br. You abuse my folly^ 
I know thee not — Wert thpu my son, ye gody! 
Thou would'st tear off this sycophantic ro]b^ 
Tuck up thy tunick, trim these curled locks 
To the short warrior-cut, vault on thy steed ; 
Then, scouring through the city, caU tp arms 
And shout for liberty — 

Ti. (starts) Defend me, gods ! 

Br. Hah! does it stagger thee!] 

TV. For liberty ? 
Said'st thou for liberty ? — ^It cannot be. 

Br. Indeed ! — ^tis well — no more. 

Ti. What would my father ? 
' Br. Begone^ you trouble me. 

7t. Nay, do not scorn me. 

Br. Said I for liberty ? I said it not : 
The awful word breatb'd in a coward's ear, 
Were sacrilege to utter. Hence, bq^e i 
Said I, you were my son? — 'Tis false: I'm foolish ; 
My brain is weak and wanders; you abuse it 

Ti. Ah, do not leave me; not in anger leave me. 

Br. Anger, What's that ? I am content with folly ; 

V 
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Anger is madness, and above my aim. (Muskk heard) 

Hark ! here is musick for thee, — food for lov^ 

And beauty to serve in the rich repast. 

Tarquinia comes. Go, T¥orship the bright sun. 

And let poor Brutus Wither in the shade. [^ExUBrutvs. 

TL Oh, truly said I bright as the golden sun 
Tarquinia's beauty beams, and I adore ! 

Soft musick. Tarquinia entirs^ preceded 
hy damsels bearing a crown of goldy 
some with censers^ Spc. proper for th£ 
ceremonials of a dedication to Fortune.) 

What dedication, or what holy service 
J)oth the fair client of the gods provide ? 
In the celestial synod is there one 
Who will not Hsten to Tarquinia's prayer ? 

Tar. I go to Fortune's Temple, to suspend 
Upon the votive shrine, this golden crown. 
While incense fills the fane, and holy hymns 
'Are chanted for my brothers' safe return^ 
What shall I a$k for Titur. 

Ti. Tho' the goddess. 
In her blind bounty should unthrone the world. 
To build me one vast empire, my ambition. 
If by thy love unblest, VFOuld slight the gift : 
Therefore of Fortune I have nought to ask — 
She hath no interest in Tayquinia's heart, 
Nature, not Fortune, must befriend me there. 

Tar, Thy gentle manners, Titles, have endcar'd tliete. 
Although a subject Roman, to Tarquinia : 
My brother Sextus wears thee next his heart ; 
The Queen herself, of all our courtly youth 
First in her favour holds the noble Titus : 
And though my royal father well may keep 
A jealous eye upon thy Junian race, — 
A race unfriendly to the name of king, — 
Yet, thee he cheiisbes] with generous jojr , 
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The monarch sees thy early virtue shoot, 
And with a parent's fondness, rears its growth. 

Tu Oh ! neither name, nor nature, nor the voice 
Of my lost father, could he wake to reason. 
Not idl the wrongs that tyranny could pile 
On my afflicted head,— not all the praise 
That patriot gratitude could shower upon me, 
Can shake the faithful purpose of my soul 
To sey^r it from love and my Tarquinia. 

Tar. Approve that firmness in the shock of trials. 
And if my love can recompense thy virtue, 
Nor tortures, nor temptations, nor the wreck 
Of Rome and empire, shall divide me from thee. 
To this I pledge my hand. Now to the Temple ! 

[^Exeunt omnes. 



END OF TH6 FIRST ACT. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE!: 

• ■ • 

The Tent of Sextus in the Camp before jiHbM. \ 
A magnjficent Banquet. 

Sfxtus, Collatinus, Claudius, and Amvv9^ - 

discozered drinking. 

Sex. Come, then, here's to the fairest nymph In Italy ; 
And she's in Rome. 

Ar. Here's to the fairest nymph in Italy ; 
And she is not in Rome. 

Sex. Where is she then ? 

Ar. Ask C^llatine ; h^U swear she's at Collatia. 

Sex. His wife! 

Ar. Even so. 

a. Is it so, Collaiine? 
Welly 'tis praiseworthy in this vicious age 
To see a young man true to his ov^ n spouse. 
6h, 'tis a vicious ngc ! When I behold 
One who is bold enough to steer against 
The wind and tide of custom, I behold him 
With Teneration ; 'tis a vicious age, 

C0L Laugh on ! though I'm the subject ! If to love 
My wife's ridiculous, I'll join the laugh ; 
Though I'll not say if I laugh a/, or Tmth you ! 

Ar. (iivnicdlfy) The conscious wood was witness to his 
sigbfl, 
The conscious Dryads wiped their watery eyes, 
¥m they beheld tiie wight forlorn, to day, 
And so did I ;— but I shall not betray. 
H^ie now he is, however, thanks to me; 
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That J^ Ids lemblakioe, for his soul dwells 

How was it when you parted ? {mimicking) Ske^--^^ My 

" love, 
^ Fear not, good sooth, m very constant prove." 
He : — ^ And so will I, — ^for, wheresoever I steer, 
^ 'Tis but my mortal day, my soul is here. (Alt laugh.) 

Sex. And prythee, CoUatine, in what arrays 
Did the God Hymen, come to thee ? How dress'd, 
And how equipp'd ? I fear me much, he left 
His torch behind, so that thou could'st not see' 
A &alt inthy beWd ; or was the hhae v 

So burning bright, that thy bedazzled eyes 
Have smce refused their olSce ? 

Col. And doth Sextus 
Judge by his own expcKtence^ then, of others? 
To him, I make ho doubt, hath Hjonen's torch' - 
Discovered faults enough ! what pity 'twas 
He had not likewise brought Tth' other hand 
A mirror, where the Prince might read himself. 

Sex. I like thee now ; thou'rt gay, and I'll be grave. 
As to those dear, delicious creatures, women. 
Hear what my own experience has taught me. 
I Ve ever found 'em fickle, artful, amorous^ 
Fruitful in schemes to please their dianyeful ftncies, 
And fruitful in resources when discover'd. 
I'hey love unceasingly — they never change — 
Oh, never 1 — ^no! — excepting in the object 
Love of new &ces is their fint great palrion,; 
Then love of riches, grandeur,' giddy sway ! 
Knowing all this, I seek not coturtancy, 
But, to anticipate their wishes, rov^ 
Humour their darling passion and am bkss'd ! 

Col. This is the comrtion cant ; the stale, gross, idle, 
Unmeaning jargon, of all those, who conscious 
0f their own littleness of soul, avoid . , 

With timid eye the face of modest virtue : 
Who, mingling only with the base, and flnrii'd . 
With triumphs over tiiose they dare attack. 
The weak, the forward^ «r depmv'd, ileclaia, 
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(And fain would make their shallow notions cun«nt> 
That womankind are all alike, and hodt 
At virtue, wheresoe'er she passes by them. 
I have seen sparks like these, — and I have seen 
A little worthless village cur, all night 
Bay with incessant noise the silver moon, 
While she, serene, throned in her pearled c^r 
Sail'd in full state along. — But Sextus' judgment 
Owns not his words, — and the resemblance glances 
On others, not on him. 

Sex. Let it glance where and upon whom it will, 
Sextus is careless of the nughty ipatter. 
Now hear what I have seen. I've seen youiig men 
Who, having fancied they have found perfection — 

Col. Sextus, no more — ^lest I forget myseli^ 
And thee. — I tell thee. Prince — 

Ar. Nay, hold! 
iextus you go too far. 

Sex. Why, pray, good Sir, may I not praise the wife • 
Of this same testy, froward husband here 
fint on his cheek oifenoe must quivering sit. 
And dream'd of insult ? 

Col. I heed you not, jestimi, I'll aid your humour : 
Let Aruns use me for his princely laughter, 
jLet Claudius deck me with ironic praise ; 
But when you touch a nearer, dearer subject. 
Perish the man, nay, may he doubly perish, 
tVho can sit still, and hear, with skulking codnesaE, 
The least abuse, or shadow of a slight, 
Cast on the woman whom he loves ! though here 
Your praise or blame are pointless equally, 
Nor really add the least, nor take away 
From her true value more than they could add 
To th' holy gods, or stain them on their thrones ! 

Ar. If that a man might dare to ope his lips 
When CoUatinus frowns, I would presume 
To say one word in praise of my own wife ; 
And I will say, could our eyes stretch to Rome, 
la spite of the perfections of Lucretia, 
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My wife, who lores her fireside and hates gadding, 
Would prove far otherwise employ'd, — and better,— 
Aye, better, as a woman, than the deity 
Residing at CoUatia. 

Sex. (aside.) Well timed;— I'll seize tW -occasion: 
View this Lucretia ere I sleep, a;nd satisfy * 
My senses whether fame has told the truth. 
{Aloud) I'll stake my life on't— Let us mount our horses 
And post a:way this instant towards Rome^— 
That we shall find thy wife, and his, and bis. 
Making the most of this, th^ir liberty. 
Why, tis the sex: enjoying to the full 
•The swing of license which their hnsband's absence 
Affords. I'll stake my life that this is true : 
And that my own, (ill as I may deserre ii)-^ 
Knows her state best, keeps best within the bounds 
Her matron duties claim ; that she's at home 
While yours are feasting at their neighbor's houses, 
What say'st thou, Collatine ? 

Col. Had I two lives^ I'd stake them on the trial, 
Nor fear to Htc botb out. 

Sex. Let us away then. 
Come, come,* my GoHatinus,— dfoop not thus — 
Be gay. 

Col. I am not sad. 

Sex. But fearful for th' event 

Col. Not in the least. . - ^ 

Sex. A little, ' 

Col. Not a whit. ^ * 

You do not know Lucretia. . . ; : . . 

Sear. BttI we shall. 
Let's.IoM no4ime, Gatae^ brothers !* Let's aWay. * 
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SCENE II. 

An Apartment in the Palace. 

Enter Bbutus. 

Br. {ahne) Ob, that some light would beam from 
heaT'nto teach me 
When to burst forth and how to gain my purpose. 
For Rome I would resign all other boodi^ 
And tear each private tie from my fix'd heart. 
— Ha ! — Some one comes ! It is my son! He seem!^ 
Rapt in Eljrsium, and elate with joy ! [;Itetires. 

Enter Titus. 

Tit. 'Tis done ! His done ! auspicious are the fiites, 
Tarquinia^s word is pledg'd, and all is b^ightiym I 

Br. (coming dozon) That exclamation y^u Uh^ i^^i 
boy: 
Such raptures ill become tbe troubled jtime^-^ 
OfBtchf^omore. 

Ti. Oh I at an hour like this 
Who could repress the thrill of grateful joy ! 

J9n {eager^jf) What dost thou mean? 

Ti ^l^uquinia. 

Mr. WlMtof her? 

TL Her vows are pledged, 
And heaven's propitious snule will make her mine. 

Br. Thine? What! Thine? Heav'n make Tuquinia 
thine? 
Away I away! Heav'n spurns the race she springs froiis ! 

TV. How I — ^Father, wert thou to thyself restored, 
Thou would'st ezuU to see thy son thus blest 
Our vows axe past They cannot be recall'd. 
And soon the nuptial altar will behold her 
My own for ever. 
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Br. No, Titus, notforey^r! 
If tbou art ndne, thou can'st not be Tarquinia's. 
Renounce thy fitther,-— or fenounoe thy love. 

7¥. Nay, loose me, father, this is frenzy aU. 
fi'en hadst thou spoken the dictates of thy mvl^ 
(For sure thou can'st not know what thou requir'st) 
I mttst not, would not, could not, yield Tarquinia. 
Nay — ^let me go— or my rack^d heart will break. 

Br. LeaT6 me. Retire. Thine is no Roman heart 
Ere long the moon will change — the moon, my godd< 
And then thou-may'st behold a chainge in Brutus, 

TV. 'Tis as I thought. Folly resumes its reign. 
Look on him, oh ye gods ! 
Grant him once more the treasure now wiUiheld, 
And to bis son restore a long lost father ? ^Esit Ttrvt. 

Br. (al(me) I was too sudden. I should hare delayed 
And watch*d a surer moment for my purpose. 
He must be frighted from this dream of loye. 
What ! shall the sOn of Junius wed a Tarquin ! 
As yet iVe been no father to my son, — 
I could be none : but, through tlie cloud tkat wraps me^ 
IVe watch'd his mind with all a parent's fondness 
And hail'd, with joy, the Junian glory there. 
Could I once burst the diains which now enthral faim, 
My son would prove the pillar of his countfy 
Dear to her freedom as he is to me. 
The time may come when hearen will heal our wronge-* • 
To your hands, mighty powers, I yield myself—* 
1 will not doubt heaven's goodness or Rome's Tiftn^-^ 
Then, hence despair !— Stilly thou and I are twain ! 

[£mFI Bft17T0t 
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SCENE IH. 

■ ^ * 

The house of Collatnutb, ai CoUaiU. 

An apartment, lighted up. Lucbetia dUcoroered, sur- 
rounded hy her maids, all employed in embroidery and 
other female oceupaiions. Layinia is by the side'xof 
Lucbetia. 

Lav. How long is it, Lavinia, since my lord 
Hath changed his peaceful m^insion, for the camp 
And restless scenes of war ? 

Lav, Why, in my simple estimation, madam, ' • * 

'Tis some ten days, or thereabout, for time 
Rub^.as it should with me, — in y<Mirs, it may be 
Perhaps ten years. 

Luc. I do not understand thee. 
Say'st thou, with me time runs not as it should ? 
Explain thy meaning — What should make thee think so ? ' 

Lav. All that I mean, is, that if I were married, 
And that my husband were call'd forth to th' \^ars, 
I should not stray through the grove next my house, 
Invoke the pensive solitude, and woo 
The dull and silent melancholy, — rbrood 
O'er my own thoughts alone, or keep mysdf 
Within my house mew'd up, a prisoner. 
'Tis for philosophers 

To love 4rf)tirement ; women were not made 
To stand' coop'd up like statues in a niche, 
Qr feed on their own secret contemplations. >^ 

Luc. Go to; thou know'st not what thou say'st, 
Lavinia. 
I thank the gods who taught me that the mind 
Possessed of conscious virtue, is more rich 
Than all the sunless hoards which Plutus boasts ; 
And that the chiefiest glory of a woman 
Is in letiiemenl, — that her highest eomfoit 



Results from hdme-faom and domestic joy^^^ 
Her noblest treasure, a deserving husband ! 
— ^Who, not a prisoner to the eye alone, 
A fair complexion or melodious voice, 
Shall read her deeper, — nor shall time, vrhich palls 
The rage of passion, shake his ardent love. 
Increasing by possession. This, (again I thtak * 
The gracious gods) — this husband, too, is mine ! 
* — Soft — ^I hear footsteps ! Hour of rapture ! Look !• 
My life, my love, my Collatinus comes ! 

Enter Collatinus, Sextus, Aruns, and CLAUDiVfi. 
LucRETiA rushes into the arms o/^Collatinus. , 

iij lord, most welcome ! 

Col Welcome these, my friends, 
Lucretia I — our right royal master's sons ; 
Passing this way I have prevail'd with them 
To grace our humble mansion. 

Luc. Welcome yourself!] 

And doubly welcome^ that you bring such fri^ids. 

Haste maidens, haste — make ready for our guests ! 

[^Exeunt Ma»s. 
My heart is full of joy ! 

Ar. Ratheii fair lady, 
You should be angry, that, unseasonably, 
And with abrupt intrusion, we've thus broke 
Upon your privacy. 

JLuc. No, my good lord ; 
Those to whom love and my respect, are due 
Can ne'er intrude upon me ;— had I known 
This visit, you, perhaps, might have been treated 
With better cheer, — not a more kind reception. 
This evening, little did I think my house 
Would have possess'd such lodgers. /> 

C/, Rather, lady, .'..'. )/. 

Such birds of passage ;-T-we must hefj^oe to; night »• -- 

Lue. TjO nig^t?_:Doth not my lord sliy no to that? ' I 

Col. I W011I4, LuoetiiBL; biutitcannol;,be.i 1. < ^ -^ 
If aught 0» keuse affords, my dearest love. 
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To set before your guf«t$, I pTaj prepare it : 
We must be at the camp ere morning dawo. 
An hour or two will be the utmost limit 
Allowed us here. 

Luc, With all the speed I can 
I'll play the caterer ; though I am tempted^ 
Would that delay your joMrney, to b^ tardy 
And prove a sluggish housewife. \^ExH liUCBtriA. 

Sex. Thi$ is indeed a wift \ Here the dispute 
Must end ;— 
And, Collatinus, we must yield to thee ! 

At, I will not envy thee,*— but 'tis a wife 
Of wives,— a precious diamond, pick'd 
From out the common pebbles. Tt> have found her 
At work among her maids at this late hour, 
And not displeas'd at our rude interruption, — 
Not to squeeze out a quaint apology, 
As, " / am quite ashanCd ; so ur^repw^d; 
*' Who could have thought! Would J had known of it /" 
And such like tacit hints, to tell her guests 
She wishes them away— thou 'rt happy, CoUatine« 

' CoL Enough, enough. 
The gods forbid I should affect indifierence, 
And say you flatter me. I am most happy.— 
But Seztus heeds us not. He seems quite lost. 

CoL Now we are here, 
We shall encroach but little on our time 
If we partake the slender fare together 
Which will, by tliis, await us. Pray my lords. 
This way. [JBjrtf Gollatinvs. 

Sex. Altng— Fll follow strait. 

[^Exit Aruns and Claudius, 
Sex. (apart) Had she staid here till now, I should have 
done 
Nething but gaze. Nymphs, goddesses 
Are &blet ;-«-iio<luiig can, in heaven or earth 
Be half M &ir l~lSat there's no hope I— Her fao^ ' ' 
Her lool^ Imt eye^ Imv miHpiMi^ qpe^ 



Unknowing of deceit ; a soul of hoaour, 

Where frozen chastity has fix'd her throne 

Aad unpolluted nuptial sanctity. 

— Peace, undigested thoughts! — Down — d«wn ! till ripen'd 

By further time, ye bloom, [Exit. 
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ACT III. 



SCE^EI. 

The Capitol, The Equestrian Statue of Tarquin. Night. 

Thunder and Lightning. 

Enter Brutus. 

JBr. {alone) Slumber forsakes me and I court the horrors 
Which night and tempest swell on every side. 
Launch forth thy thunders, capitoUan Jove ! 
Put fire into the languid, souls of men, 
Let loose thy ministers of wrath amongst them 
And crush the vile oppressor ! Strike him down 
Ye lightnings ! Lay his trophi^ ihi the dust! 

(Storm encreases) 
Ha ! this is well ! — flash, ye blue forked fires ! 
Loud-bursting thunders, roar ! and tremble earth ! 

(A violent crash of thunder, and the statue 
qf^arquin, struck hy a flash, is shaU 
ter*d to pieces,) 
What ! fiillen at last, proud idol t struck to earth ! 
I thank you, gods ! I thank you ! When you point 
Your shafts at htiman pride, it is not chunca, 
'Tis wisdom levels the commissioned blow. 
But I — a thing of no account — a slave — 
I to your forked lightnings bare my bosom 
In vain — ^for what's a slave ? a dastard slave ? 
A fool, a Brutus ? (Storm encreases,) Hark! the storm 

rides on ! 
The scoldiBg winds drive througk the clattering lain, 
And loudly screams the haggaid witch of night] 
StFRDge hopes possess my souL My thoughts grow wild. 
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Elngender with the scene and pant for actla». ■ 

With your leare, majesty, I'll sit beside you. 

(Sits on a fragment ofthestatiit.) 
Oh, for a cause ! A cause^ ye mighty gods! 

t ■;■•■.' 

Enter Valerius, Jbllowed by a M essengsh. . 

VaL What ! Collatinus sent for, didst thou say ? ; 

Mes. Aye, Collatinus, thou, and all her kinsmeo, ^ 

To come upon the instant to Collatia. 

She will take no denial. Time is precious -., 

And I must hasten forth to bring her husband. 

\_Exit Messenger. 

(Br. apart) H^l Collatinus and Lucretia's kinsmen ! 
There's something dark in this — Valerius too — 
Well metr-Now will I put him to the test — 
Valerius— Hoa ! 

VaL Who calls me ? , 

Br. Brutus. ^ 

^ Val. Go, 
Get thee to bed ! [Valerius is departing* 

Br. Valerius ! 

VaL Peace, I say, 
Thou foolish thing ! Why dost thou call so loud? 

Br. Because I will be heard. The time may come 
When thou shalt want a fool. 

VaL Pr'ythee, begone! 
I have no time to hear thy prattle now. 

Br. By Hercules, but you must hear. [Seizing kis ar\n. 

VaL You'll anger me. 

Br. Waste not your noble anger on a Tool. 
'Twere a brave passion in a better cause. 

VaL Thy folly's cause enough. * 

Br. Rail not at folly — 
There's but one wise, . > 

Asd him the gods have kill'd, w 

Ffl/. Kill'd?^Wtom? ^ ,; 

Br. Behold! ' "• '^^ ' 

Oh, sight of pity !— Majesty in ruins ! 
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Down on your knees — down to your kingly idol ! 

Val Let slaves add sycophants do that ; n«t I. 

Br. Wilt thou not kneel ? 

VaL Begone; you trouble me. 
Valerius kneels not to the living Tarquin. 

Br. Indeed l-»Belike you wish him laid Us lo#. 

VaL What if I do? 

Br, Jove tells thee what to do-~ 
Strike ! — Oh ! the difference 'twixt Jove's wrath and thine! 
He, at the erowned tyrant aims his shajfl, 
Thou, mighty man, would'st frown a fool to silene* 
And spurn poor Brutus from thee. 

VaL What is this ? 
Let me look nearer at thee. Is thy mind 
That long lost jewel, found,-<ind Lucius Junius, 
Dear to my heart, restored ? or art thou Brutus, 
The scoff and jest of Rome, and this a fit 
Of intermittent reason ? 

Br. I am Brutus. 
Folly, be thou my goddess ! I am Brutus 
If thou will use me, so ! — If not, farewell. 
Why dost thou pause ? look on mc ! I have limhfi, 
Muscles and sinews, shoulders strong to bear. 
And hands not slow to strike. What more than Brutus 
C!!ould Lucius Junius do ? 

VaL A cause like ours 
Asks both the strength of Brutus and the wisdom 
Of Lucius Junius. 

Br. No more. We're interrupted. 

VaL Farewell. Hereafter we'll discourse 
And may the gods confirm the hope you've waken'd. 

Br. (alone) My soul expands ! my spirit swells withis 
me 
As if the glorious moment were at hand ! 
Sure this is Sextus— why has he left th0 camp ? 
Alone l-'Aad mufflisd !— 



Welcome, gentle prince \ 

Sex. Ha I Brutus here !— Unhotui'd amtd th^ ftorm ? 

Br> Whence com'st thou prince ? from biatUe ? froieii y)mS. 
camp ? 

Sex. Not from the camp, good Brutus — ^from QdUttia'— 
The camp of Tenus, — iiot of Mars, good Brutus. 

Br. Ha! 

Sex. Whf^ dost thou start ?~thj kin$woinan^ lii)cret^-. 

Br. (eagerfyy Well — what of her ? sp^ak ! 

Sex. Ayl, I will speak,— 
And ril spfak that shall fill thee with more wonder, 
Than all tli# lying oracle declar'd. 

Br. Naj; prince> not so^^-^you catmot do a deed 
To make me wonder. 

Sex. Indeed! Dost think it? — 
Then let me tell thee, Brutus,— ^wild wititii pa^^on . . 
For thisfaniM matroii|-'-tho* we met but once,— 
Last night I stole in secret from the camp 
Where, in security, I left her husbiuid. .! , 

She was aldie. I said affiEtirs of consequence 
Had brouglit me to Collatia. She received Aie 
As the king'e sod, and as her husband's friend — 

Br. (apen-t) Patience, oh heart— a moment loiter, 
patience! . .., 

Sex. When midnight came, I crept into ber chamber— 

Br. C^9p€Kt) Inhuman monster t 

Stx. Alatm'd and frantic 
She shriek'd out '' Collatinus ! Husband ! Help !" 
A slave rusVd in — ^I sprung upon the caitiff. 
And drore hiy dagger through his cl^mouroOa throat ; 
Then, turning to Lucretia, now half dead 
With terro^ swore, by all the gods at onoe, 
If she resisted, to the heart I'd stab her, 
Toke her fair body to the dying s|^Te 
And fix poltuUon to her name for ever ! 

Br. And<-»— and-— <— the matron ? 

Sem. Watfmine! 
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^Bruim (rsnth a bur$t "-of fren%y) 
The furies curse you thea ! — ^Lash you with sna)^cs 
When forth ypu walk may the red, flaming, sun 
Strike you with livid plagues ! — 
Vipers that die not, slowly gnaw your heart ! 
May earth, be to you but one wilderne ss ! 
May mankind shun yeu— may ypu hate yourselif— 
For death pray hourly, yet be in tortures 
Millions of years expiring ! 

Sex. Amazement ! What can mean this sudden frens^ ^ 

Bt. What ? Violation ! Do wc dwell in deti 
In cavern'd rocks, — or amongst men in Rome ? 

{Thunder and lightning become iery xioUni* 
Hear the loud <*.urse of lieaven ! 'Tis not for i^othing 
The thunderer keeps this coil above your head ! 

{Points to the fragments cfthp. stattre 
Look on that ruin ! See your father's statue 
Unhors'd and headless ! Tremble at the omea! 

Sex. This Ts not madness. Ila ! — my dagger lost !--^ 
Wsetch! — thou shalt not escape me ! — Ho ! a gliard ! — 
The rack shall punish thee ! — A guard, I say I 

lEi:it Sextus- 

Br. (alone) The blow is struck ! — The atixio^is messages 
To Collatinus and his friends explained, 
And now, Rome's liberty or loss is certain ! 
ni hasteii to Collatia— join my kinsn^en — 
To the mbon,*folIy 1 — Vengeance, 1 embrace tljjre 1 

lEsitBunrvfi' 
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8CENR II. . > 

< I • • • . 

' ■ r 
An Apartment in the house of Collatinus. Cqll^tinvs 

enters wildlj/^ a bloody dagger in. his hand, followed by, 

Valerius and Lucretius. 

CoL *She's dead, JLucretia's dead ! I pluck'd tKis steel 
From my Lucretia's heart ! This is her blood ! 
Howl, howl, ye men of Rome. Look there, she lies 
That was your wonder. 

Ye mighty gods, where are your thunders now ? 
Yeomen and warriors, have you hiiman hearts ? 
But who shall dare to mourn her loss like me ! 

Enter Brutus. 

Br. I diire,-*— and so dare every honest Roman. 

LuQ, Whence comes this mad intrusion ? hence, begone i 

Br. The noble spirit fle;d ! How died Lucretia ? 

VaL By her own hand she died ! 

Br. Heroic matron ! 
Now, now the hour is come ! By this one blow . 
Her name's immortal and her country sav'd ! 
Hail, dawn of glory! {snatchitig the dagger) Hail, thou 

sacred weapon ! 
Virtue's deliverer, hail ! This fatal steel 
Empurpled with the purest blood on earth, 
Shall cut youT'Chdins of slavery asunder \ . . 
Hear, Romans, hear ! did not the Sybil tell you 
A fool should set Rome free ? I am that fool ; 
Brutus bids Rome be free ! 

Ffli/. What can this mean ? -^ . 

Br. It mieans that Lucius Junivs has thrown off . . , 
The mask t>f madness and his soul rides forth 

ft 

* The scene which was omitted after the first representation, and for 
which this introductory speech of CoUatiaus is substitated^ wiU be 
found in a note at the end of the Play. 
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On the destroying whirlwind, to avenge 

The wrongs of that bright excellence and Rome ! 

Luc. Can this be Lucius Junius ? 

Vol. Ha! The voice 
Of inspiration speaks ! 

CoL Oh, glorious Brutus, 
Let me in tears adore the^bounteoas gods 
Who have restor'd thee to redress my woes ; 
And in my v. oes, my country. 

Br. No more of this. 
Stand not in wonder. Every instant now 
Is precious to your cause. Rise ! Snatch your arms ! 

(Brutus kneels) 
Hear me, great Jove! ai d tliou, paternal Mars, 
And spotless Vesta! To the death I swear 
My burning vengeance shall pursue these Tarquins ! 
Ne'er shall my limbs know rest till they are swept 
Proitk ojfif the earth, which groans beneath tlieir infamy! 
This, from the bottom of my soul I swear ! 

( He rises) 

Valerius, Collatine, Lucretius, — all — 
Here, I adjure ye by this fatal dagger, 
All BtainM and reeking with her sacred blood. 
Be partners in my oath, revenue her fall ! 

AlU We swear ! 

Br. Well have ye said ; and, oh ! methinks I see 
The hovering spirit of the murder'd matron, 
Look down and bow her airy head to belssyou! 
Summon your slaves, and bear the body henoe 
High in the view, through all the streets of Rome, 
Up to the Forum !— On ! The least delay, 
May draw down ruin and defeat=mir glory I 
On, RomSins, tin ! Tlie'fM shftll ^ you tttt ! 

[^ExeMt onmes. 
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SCENE III. 

The Palace of Tullia. 

Enter TijkVitn Corunka, in haste^ meeting Houatius. 

Cor. My lord, my lord ! Quick, tell mei whereas \he 
qtreen ? 

Hor, Whence this alarm ? what would*st thou ? 

Cor. Rebellion rages — 

Har^ Rebellion! 

Cot. Lueretia, 
The wife of CoUatinus, is no more. 
The furious multitude have borne her body 
With shouts of vengeance through the streets of Rome, 
And ** Sextus Tarquin," is the general cry. 
- Hor. Where are thy troops ? why dost thou dally here,i 
When thou should'st pay their insolence with death. 

Cor. The soldiers join the throng — the gates are clos'd, 
And the mad crowd exclaim, " We banish Tarquin.** 
Brutus all wild with vengeance leads them on. 

Hor. What miracle is this ? How sayst thou, Brutus ? 

Cor. Aye, the fool Brutus. Now before the rostrum 
The body of Lucretia is expos'd. 
And Brutus there harraugues asseiuhled Rome. 
He waves aloft 

The bloody dagger ; all the people hear him 
With wildest admiration and applause ; 
He speaks as if he held the souk of men 
In his own hand, and moulded them at pleasure. 
1 hey look on him as they would view a god. 
Who, from a darkness which invested him, 
Springs forth, and knitting his stern brow in frowns^- 
Proclaims the vengeful will of angry Jove. 

Hor. Fly thro' the city ; gather all the force 
You can assemble, and straight hasten hither. 
rU to the Queen — ^Lose uot a moment Hence! 
I tremble for Rome's safety ! — ^liaste — begone ! 

[JExeunt at opposite ndes» 
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SCENE IV; 

The Forum. 

The populace fill the stage. Brutus is discovered upon 
the Forum. The dead bodi/ q/*LucRETiA is on a bier 
beneath. Collatinus Lucretius and the Female 
Attendants o/'LucRETiA, stand around her coipse. 
Valerius and others are seen. 

« 

Br. Thus, thus, my frieuds, fast as our breaking hearts 
Permitted utterance, we have told our story : 
And now, to say one word of the imposture, — 
The mask necessity has has made me wear. 
When the ferocious malice of yoiir king, — 
King do I call him ? — When the monster, Tarquin, 
Slew, as you most of you may well remember. 
My father Marcus and my elder brother, 
Envying at once their virtues and their wealth, 
How could I hope a shelter prom his power. 
But in the false face I have wcmtu so long ? 
\st. Rom. Most wonderful ! 
3d. Rom. Silence ! he speaks again. 
Br. Would you know why I summoned you together ? 
Ask ye what brings me here ? Behold this dagger, 
Clotted X ith gore ! Behold that frozen corse ! 

Sec where th« lost Lucretia sleeps in death ! 

She was the mark and model of the time, 

The mould in which each female face was fomi'd, 

The very shrine and sacristy of virtue ! 

Fairer than ever was a form created. 

By youthful fancy when the blood strays wild 

And never resting thought is all on fire ! 

The worthiest of the worthy ! Not the nymph 

Who met old Numa in his hallow'd walks 

And whispered in his ear her strains*divine 

Can I conceive beyond her ; — ^the young choir 

Of vestal virgins bent to her. 'Tis wonderful 

Amid the darnel, hemlock, aud base weeds 
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Wliich now spring rife from theltixurious compost 

Spread o'er the realm, how this sweet lily rose, — 

How from the shade of those ill neighbouring plaints * * 

Her father shelter'd her, that not a leaf ' 

Was blighted, but array 'd in purest grace, 

She bloom'd unsullied beauty. Such perfections 

Might have call'd back the torpid breast of age 

To long forgotten rapture ; such a mind 

Might have abash'd the boldest libertine, 

And turn'd desire to reverential love 

And holiest affection ! Oh, my countrymen ! 

You all can witness whf n that she went forth 

It was a holiday in Rome ; old age 

Forgot its crutch, labour its task, all ran, 

And mothers turning to their daughters, cried^ 

" There, there'^s Lucretia ! " Now, look ye where she lie» ! 

That beauteous flower, that innocent sweet rose 

Tom up by ruthless violence — ^gone ! gone ! 

AIL 5extus shall die ! 

Br. But then — the king — his father — 

1st R. What shall be done with him ? 

2d R. Speak Brutus ! 

3dR. Tdl us! 

Br, Say, would ye seek instructions ? would ye ask 
What ye should do? Ask ye yon conscious walls 
tThich saw his poisoned brother, saw the incest 
Committed there, and they will cry. Revenge ! 
Ask yon deserted street, where Tullia drove 
O'er her dead father's corse, 'twill cry, Revenge ! 
Ask yonder senate house, whose stones are purple 
With human blood, and it will cry. Revenge ! " 
Gro to the tomb where lies his murder'd wife. 
And the poor queen, who lov'd him as her son. 
Their unappeased ghosts will shriek, Revenge ! 
The temples of the gods, the all viewing heavens, 
The gods themselves, shall justify the cry 
And swell the general sound, Revenge, Revenge ! 

All. Revenge! Revenge! 
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Br. And we will be rcveng'd, my countrymen ! 
Brutus shall lead you on ; Brutus, a name 
Which will, when you're revcng'd, be dearer to him 
Than all the noblest titles earth can boast. 

1st R. Liye, Brutus ! 

2d JR. Valiant Brutus ! 

3d JR. Down with Tarquin ! 

Sd R. We'll hare no Tarquins ! 

1^^ R, We will have a Brutus ! 

^d R. Let's to the capitol, and shout for Brutus. 

Br. I, your king 1 
Brutus your king ! — No, fellow-citizens! 
If mad ambition in this guilty frame 
Had strung one kingly fibre, — ^yea, but one — 
By all the gods, this, dagger which I hold 
Should rip it out, though it ehtwin'd my heart. 

Val. Then I am with thee, noble, noble Brutus ! 
Brutus, the new restor'd ! Brutus, by Sybil, 
By Pythian prophetess fpretold, shall lead us ! 

Br. Now take the body up. Bear it before us 
To Tarquin's palace ; there we'll light our torches, ' 
And, in the blazing conflagration, rear 
A pile for these chaste relics, that shall seiid 
Fler soul amongst the stars. Oh ! Brutus leads you ! 

[^Exeunt ; the mob shouting. 
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ACT *¥.: . 

SCENE L 

A eouri belongmg to Tarquin's palace. In th9 fromt a 
grand entrance^ VDith folding gates closed. . 

Enter Tullia. 

TuL (alone) Gods ! whither shall a frantic inother fly ? 
Accursed siege of Ardea ! Tarquin, Tarquin, 
Where art thou ? Save thy v-ife, thy son, thy city I 

Enter TitiTs. 

Tf . Where is the prince ; there's Sej;tuft ? , . 

TuL Where ? Oh, heavens ! 
His madness hath undone us ! Where is Sextus ? 
Perhaps ev'n now the barbarous ruffians hurl him • 
Alive into the flames, or piecemcaldn»g 
Along the rebel streets his mangled trunk 

Ti, No more. I'll save him, or avenge — 

(Goings HoRATius meets and stops kirn,) 

Hot. Turn, noble Coman, turn ; 
Set not your life upon a desperate stake. . . 

Hark, they are at the^tes ! 

TuL Does my son live ? 

Hot. Furious he sprang npon iha rabble tiirdng, 
And hew'd his desperate passage : but the time 
Admits no further question— Shive yourself! 

TuL liot tlie tide enter ; • 

Let the vile rabble look upon the eyes 
Of majesty, and tremble. Wiia leads them ^n ? ' 

JBbr. Your new nam^feol, your B^littts. '■''*' '^ 

Ti, Death! my father! - • - »:^f/ 

TuL Brutus in arms ! <:^ ^ ^ 

Oh, SybU! Oh, mjrfirte)! tosweU to gieatnov! 
I've limid my doom. . 
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Ti, Earth, earth, inclose me ! 

TuL Hark ! it bursts upon us ! [Shouts are heard. 

Hot. Ha ! nearer yet ! now be propitious Mars.! 
Now, nerve my arm with more than mortal fury 
Till the dissembler sink beneath its yengeance. 

[Exit HoK. 
TuL Fly ! save my child — save my— save your Tar- 

quinia. 
Ti. Or die, defending. [Exit Titus. 

Tumult becomes %ery vialentj and the battering at the gate 

and wall commences , 

TuL Ah ! if amidst my legions I mtght fall 
Death were not then inglorious ; but to perish 
By the vile scum of Rome — hunted by dogs — 
Baited to death by brawling, base mechanics- 
Shame insupportal^le. 

(The gate and wall are shattered down. The palaces behind 
are in flames. The soldiers and populace rush over the 
ruins. Brutus appears in the midst oj them and ad" 
vances to the front.) 

Br. Seize the parricide ! ( They advance andsurrotwd her.) 

TuL Avaunt ! I am your queen. 

Br. Tarquins ! we cast you from us. 

TuL Give me a sword and let me fall like Tullia. 

Br. No, we reserve our swords for noblet uses 
Than to make war with women : To the Tarquins, 
To your adulterous son we leave that shame. 

TuL If then 'twill better sate thy cruelty, 
Precipitate me quick into those flames, 
And with the wreck of enpiie mix my ashes. 

Br. Take her to Rhea's Tem]^ take her hence 
And lodge her with her ancestors. 

TuL Yegods! ... .- 

My fiither*s sepulchre Kr-JD) doI apprtadti it. 

£r. 'Twill furnish wh<desonie lecoUeottDii. Heilcel 

TuL Not to tint fttal place! Send me not thttherl 
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Br. 'Tis fix'd 

TuL Choose the most loathsome dungeon — ^there confine 
me, 
Or give me death instead. My heart recoils 
Against that temple. 

Br. There, and only there, 
By your dead father's tomb, you must abide 
The judgment of the state. 

TuL Then, by the gods 
Whom, for the last time, I invoke, — ^whose shrines 
I've incens'd o'er and o'er, though now fitrsaken, 
Now at my utmost need, — if no means else 
Of ready death present themselves 
No particle of fbod diall pass these lips. 
Till, in the void of nature, hungry madness 
With blank oblivion entering,, shall confound 
And cancel all perception. 

[Exit TuLLiA, guarded. 

Enter Titus who meets Brutus as he is going off, 

Ti. Turn, oh my father. 
And look upon thy son. 

Br. What would'st thou ? speak ! 

TV. If thou hast reason, oh, have mercy also ! 
But if in madness thou hast done this deed— 

Br. I am not mad but as the lion is 
When he breaks down the toik thattjrrant craft 
Hath spread to catch him. Think not we will suffer 
These monsters to profane the air of Heaven. 
Shall Titus, then, oppose our gi^at design ? 
Shall Brutus meet a recreant in his son ? 
Banish tho folly !— Have a care— I know thee 
There is a lurking passion at thy heart 
Which leaves but half a soul for Rome and me ! 

Ti. Tovi wrong me. Like a Roman I exult 
To tee Lucretia's murder thus avenged— 
And like a son gloiy in Mich a frther ! 

Tet bear me throurii^— Nay, donot fiaw% but hx$i 

w » 
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B)\ Goon ; confess thy weakness and dismiss it . 

7i. 'Twas in the sleep of my dear father*s reason. 
When Tarquin's freed-man in a saucy mood^ 
Vented vile jests at thy unhappy weaknei^ 
Stung to 'the qnick, I snatch'd a weappii up 
And fcird him to my foot. 

Br, Why^ Twas well done. 
The knave was saucy and you slew him. — On ! 

Ti, *Twas on this very spot Tarquinia fitood, 
And when the writthTul fkther had denottnc'd 
Immediate desttb on this my filial act, 
She with the tongue of interceding pity, 
And tears that streawi'd in concert with her suit, 
Implor'd, prevailed, and gave me life — and love. 

Br. Tis well. Behold, I give her life for life : 
Rome may bt free altho* Tarquinia lives— 
This I concede; but more if thou attempteM^— . 
By all the gods ! — Nay, if thou dost n©t take 
Her image, though with smiling cupids decked, 
And pluck it from thy heart, there to receivfe 
Rome and her glories in without a rival, 
Thou art no son of mine, thou ail no Komaii. 

[Exit BRnr 

Enter I^arquinia. 
Tar. Save, save me, Tifus ! Oh, aihid the crash 
* Of falling palaces, preserve Tarquinia ! 
Or, do I meet in thee a double rebel. 
Traitor alike to me and to your king ? 
Speak, I conjure thee! Will the son of Brutus 
Now take me (o his pity and protection, 
Or stab with perfidy \\\t heart that loves him ! 

Tu Cruel suspicion ! Oh, ador'd Tarquinia 
I live but to preserve jw)U. You are free : 
I have my father's sanction for your safety. 

Tar. I ficorn a life that js preserved by "Brutus I 
I scorn to outlive psifenti^ bjpther^ fripiKli ! 
I'll die with those . u . • 
Whom this dire night hath n^urder d. 

Ti. Who are murder'd ? 
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Whom hath the tword of BruttHs slain ? Not one 
Of all thy kindred-^ 

'i*ar. Say'st thou ? Lives my mother ? ir.. 

Ti, She lives — and Sextus,— even he escapes 
The storm which he has rais'd and flies ta Ardea. 

Tar. Speed him, ye gods, with eagle swiftness thither ! 
And may those thunders which now shake the walls 
Oftottering Ardea, like a whirlwind burst 
On this devoted city, whelm its towers, 
And crush the traitorous hive beneath their ruins ! 
Now, Titus, wher^ is now thy promis'd iaith? 
Did'st thou not swear no dangers sliuuld divide us i 

Ti, I did ; and, constant to^ my oath, behold me 
Thy faithful guardian in this night of terrors* 

Tar. Be still my guardian ; snatch me from these terrors 
Bear me to Ardea, be the friend of nature, 
And give the rescued daughter to the aims 
Of her pr6tecting parent ; thus you gain 
The praise of men, the blessing of the gods, 
And all that honor, all that love can grant. 

TL Despair! Distraction! Whither shall I turn me ! 

Tar. Why do you waver ? Cast aw»y this weakness : 
Be glorious in your cruelty and leave me. 
By all the demons who prepare the heart 
To rush upon the self-destroying steel, 
The same dire moment which gives thee to Brutus, 
Gives me to death. 

Ti. Horror! Tarquinia, hold ! 

Tar. Lo ! I am arm'd.— Farewell !— How I have lov 

you 
My death shall witness,— how you have deceived me 

Let your own conscience tell. Now to your father ! 

Now go and mingle with the murderers ; 

Gro, teach those fiends what perjury can do, 

And shew your hands bath'd in Tarquinia's Uood ; 

The filial deed shall welcome you to Brutus, 

And fill his gloomy soul with savage joy. 

IV. Take, take me hence for ever ! Let me lose 

In these dear arms the very name of son, 
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All clai*Qs of natur^^ every sense but love ! 

Tar. The gods that guard the majesty of Rome, 
And that sweet power, whose influence turns thy heart 
To pity and compliance, shall reward 
And bless thee for the deed ! 

Tt Can he be blest 
On whom a father's direftil curse shall fall ? 

Tar. A madman's imprecation is no curse. 
Be a man. 

7Y. Oh, while thy love aphold& me, I ean stand 
Against the.world^s contempt; remember, only, 
For whose dear 4ake I am undone ; remembar 
My heart was honour's once. 

Tar. And shall be ever. 
Come, I will shew thee where bright honour grows, 
Where thou shalt pluck it from the topmost branch, 
And wear it in its freshest, fairest bloom* 

[^ExeuntTiTVu and TAnc^tHNiA* 



SCENE II. 
A Street in Rome. 

Enter Horatius and Celius; 

or. Brutus and CoUatinus are appointed 
To sovereign sway, as consuls for the j^ear. 
Their self elected senate meets to-morrow. 
Tho' some remain, too honest for their views 
These for security exact conditions — 
They ask a chief whose well established fame 
May win the hearts of this inconstant people ; 
A chief so brave, that should we prove victorious 
He may compel the king to keep his faith ; 
Or, if we fall, boldly revenge our deaths— 
And such a chief I've found. 

Cel. Indeed !— In whom ? 

Hor. The consul's son— his much lov'd son— ^young 
Titus. 



Ctl. What! to rebel against his father's power ! 

Hot. Aye, Le is ours. This very night, T:irqiiiiiia 
Will lead him fortli to the Quirinal gate 
Whence they straight hasten to the camp at Aidea. 
impetiiuus youth is wrought upon with ease. 
Though 'tis liis father's frown upon his love, 
And early vows pledg'd to the fair Tarquinia, 
Alone, which prompt him thus to head our band. 
Once in our pow'r, we'll mould him to our ends; 
His very name will prove a tower of strength, 
And Rome, once more, shall be restored to Tarquiu, 

Cel. Bravely rcsolv'd ! — But tell me — where is Tullia J 

/lor. A captive and confin'd in Rhea's temple. 
Watch 'd by the vestals, who there guard the flame 
Upon the tomb where lies her murder'd fatiiei. 
Unhappy Queen ! our swords shall soon release thee ! 
Come! Hence at once! The hour draws near — away — 
Ere two days pass these reptiles shall be crusb'd 
And humbled Home siie for its monarcli's pardon. 

^Exeunt HoHATU'sJanc/ Celius. 

Enter I.VC a ETiVi and YAi.ERiva, 

I nl. Thai was Iloratius 'patted, ' 

Xkc. The same, 

Vn/. Am I deciev'd ? Methiuks I heard 
Something like discontent and treason mutter'd. 

Xuc. I fear all !s not safe. Asseuibled groups 
Of Tarquin's friends have been seen close in conference 
Multcring his name aloud. Aye, and some base 
Degenerate Romans cali'd for a surrender. 

Val. Horatius' arts may justly wakesusplciiMi; — 
And Rome, we know, is still disgrac'd by many 
Too base, too sordid, to be bravely free- 
Let us go forth and double all the guards. 
See their steps watch'd and intercept their malice. 

Luc. Nay — there's a safer course than that — arrest theml 

Val. Tbe lawsand righlswe've sworn to guard, forbiditi 
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Let them be waich'd. We must not venture farther. 

To arrest a Honan upon bare surmise 

Would be at once to imitate tUi' tyrant 

Whom we renpun^f; jE^ld from hisi throne have driven I 

[^Exit LvcuBTius au4 Valerius^ 
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SCENE III. 



The Tefnpk pf Rhea^ prijLh ^ lar^^ cfiHirul liaor kading 
to 'the Tomb ^ Servips TulUuh laic JS^tng of Rome. 
Lamps burning/ 

§ 
Priestess of Rhea. Virgiks of the Ih$ple. 

Pr, Daughters of Rhea^ since the lords of RoBie 
Have to your holy hands consigned the charge 
Of their now captive Queen, inform the Priestess 
How your sad prisoner abides her durance. 
Is her great soul yet humbled, or LadlgHAttt 
Doth it still breathe defiance and contempt? 

Vir, Sullen and silent she resolves on death : 
She will not taste of nourishment . See, she comes ! 

Enter TxihL,! A. 

Pr. I pray you, royal lady^ be entreated . ^ 

Tul. I teiJL you* no ! 

Pr. Think what a train of weary. hours have pfss^d 
Since you had taste of food. * . . 

Tul. 'Tis well I So many 
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Being gone by, the fewer are to C(,>tile. \\ *- » 

Pr. How can you live to meet your royal husband, , ' l\ 
To fold your cliildreu in j'bur arm? ag^in . . .. '.. 

If yon resist support ? ' ^_ , ' \\ ,;_. ' '_\ ";;_; ■' ' ^;j, 

.|!jr«/. ilah! w.eU.remember'dl ., .^ . '.,-.»• 
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Hark ! Do you hear his trumpet? Is he coming ? 

Aye, this is hope and worth the feeding* 

a^is well. 'Tis well. 

But, tell me — doth the king know of this kindness : 

Pr, What king ? we comprehend you not 

TuL What king ? 
Brutus, the king of Rome, — knows he of this ? 

Pr. He does. 

Tal. And would he I should live? 

Pr, H« would. . J.i 

TV/. Mercifcil villain 1 
Y«i, he would hare me lire to page bk tiiumpb&t. 
I know the utmost df his merey-^ 
Subtle traitor ! I will not taste of food 
Though immortality were gimfted to each atftm*-^ . 
Hark! What is that? 
Heard you that groan ? 

Pr. It is your fancy's coinage. 

TuL Airain ! 'Tis deep and hollow : 
It issues from the vault — Set the door open ! 
Open, I say. 

Pr. It is your father's sepulchre. 

TuL My father I righteous gods, I kiU'd my father ! 
Horrible retribution ! 

Pr. Wretched daughter. 
If thou hast done tliis deed, prepare thy spirit 
By wholesome meditation for atonement, 
And let no passion interrupt the task 
Of penitence and prayer. 
TuL ril pray no more. 
There is no mercy in the skies for murder, 
Therefore no praying, none. 
I have a plea for my impenitence — 
Madness ! 

These groans have made me mad ; all the night through 
They howFd distraction \o my sleepless bnun I 
You've shut me up with furies to torment m^ 
And sterv'd bm into JMdAMi. Hark t again ! 

G 
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Unbar the door ! 

Unbar it, I command you by the godi ! 
The voice is more than human which I hear ! 
I'll enter there — I will be satisfied 
Altho' the confirmation should present 
His awful form 

And drive me into worse perdition 
Than hell hath yet a name for ! 

(Ske, rushes Jbrtmrd. The priestess and vestal in confu-' 
sum and atarm^ spring to the bar^ which^ f^tt^^g ve^A 
a or^shj the door /lies open^ and discaoers a monumental 
f^pire of Servius Tctlliub. Tulua recoils^ shrieks^ 
Jttlby and expires. The others groupe arofmd her^ 4md 
the Cur^mmJbUs to soft music.) 
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ACT.V. 

A Street in Rome^ with the Temple of Mabs in vHbd. 

Enter BnvTVn mid Cohh^TisvSj at Consuls^ with\tys» 
TORI, YalbriuS) LucRETiua, and numerous Jbl- 

hwers. 

.*• - 

Br. You judge be r^htlji frkmlL The pasj^i^iolHe' 
Tbf cunile chair, the lictm»* keen edgVi an^ <. 
Re|oice not Brutus ; — ^'tis yeooaetry^ fbedopa : 
When once ttat fireed(Mn shall be firmly rooted 
Then, with redoubled pteasure, WiU your Consul 
Exchange the splendid miseries <tf power, 

For the calm cmnforts of a h^qpjr home. 

■\ 

Enter a Msssnifo&R. 

Mess. All health to Rome, her Senaie and lier Consuls \ 
Br^ Speak on — ^What message hast thou to impart ? 
Mess. I bring intelligence of Seatttts Taiquin, 

I'^Hio^ on arriTing at a neighbouring tillage 

Was known, and by the people stoned to death. 
Br. Now, Lucretiat^ 

Th J ghost maj cease to wander o'br die emth 

And rest in peace I 
Luc. Heaven's wajrs aie just I 
Col. Tet I ngrtt the villain should be sbdn 

Bj any hand but mine I 

EiSer « CsJtfVKioir. 

CSit. 'Hiealth to Bnrtort .; .?f 

8hame and confusion to the foes of Rmnel 
Br. Now, without piefine, soldier, to /ottr burifttMr 
Cent. As I kept watch at dbe:Qati3nal gtfte 
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Ere break of day, an armed company 
Burst on a sudden through the barrier guard 
Pushing: their course for Ardea. Straight alarro'd 
I wheel'd my cohort round and charg'd 'em home : 
Sharp was the conflict for a while and doubtful, 
Till, on the seizure of Tarq\iiiui^*s person, 
A young Patrician — 

JPtr. Hab.! Pi^idiwf 

Cent. Sucli 
JSb dress Ibies^ke hHh, tboiigk to me unltnown. 

l?r:^ l^roceed i— What more> 

Cent. The lady being taken, ^ 
Tkisyonth, AeJife^todl^Mi^rioftl^^^^ 
His sword higkwAyiog ill thii. act tQirt^Ci) , 

Dropt his upfifted w^apon^wd M oncf^ . ^ ; 
Yielded hithaelf mr pri|OQen?^0t^ Vjl^iilMi 
What have laakJ, tiiatth\;#th« Cpwil »bWg«r . 

Br. Why do you paUse ? G^, qeu -^ ' 

Cent. Their leadeririJB^dl' . . . n., , 

The rest surrender'd. Him, a settled gloom , 
Possesses wholly, nor Hi Ibalieive. 

Hath a^ word; jpass!4 ^. Vpf? ,to 9U. Q)jfr^i)l)CftifiDs . 
Still pbstiuat^y shutt . ; ,,;_., 

Br. Set him;bdoi» u*. , , , .{.j^f,C«NTu*iox. 

Val. Oh, mjr brf y<} frieiidi \i,^W, |»Vad9| my hjPatt, 

Br. Silence. Be; cajm. ; 

Val, I know thy soul 
A compound 9^. !(|L!|,^ax£)sIl^nce^ an4 ^^y^ - - . . / 
The mighty gods to put thee to no trial ..,--. 
Beyond a mortal bearing. ... 

Br. No, they will npt-r- r - * 

Nay, be secure, they cannot. Pr'jftl^eQ, lj:i6ud> 
Look out, and if the worst that can befal mc 
Be verified, turn ba<A, asdi^ve somejign 
What thou hast seen-^Thou can'st txci|Sf|-,tbil.weitk|M9ML 
Being thyself a fi^r. lYAJ^i&Mphgi^thciign' 

Hal«*-4Snau^: 
I understand thee :--TSijl>cc ijL n^ujit^^^ .. - .^>^ 
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Do your great pleasure, gods ! — Now, now it comes ! 
Titus and TARQUiMiii are brought in^ guarded, Titus 

advancri. TA&apiniA remains in the back ground. 

Ti, My ftither! — Give me present death, ye powers ! 

Cent Wbttt IntTe I done !«««Art thou tlie son of Brutus ? 

Ti. No-^-Brntiis somms to fittber sudi a son! 
Oh, renerftble judge, wilt thou not speak? 
Turn not away ; hither direct thine eyes, 
And look upon this sorrow-stricken form, 
Then to thine own great heart remit my plea. 
And doom as nature dictates. 

VaL Peace, you'll anger him— 
Be silent and await ! Ob, suffering mercy, 
Plead in a father's heart and speak for nature ! 
Bft UTUs turns awayjrom kis son^ tvaves his hand to the Cev- 

turion to remove him to a farther distance-^ and then 

walks fiyrmardj and calk Collatint^ down to kirn. 

Br. Come hither, CoHatinus. The deep wound 
You suffered in the loss of your Lucretia, * 
Demanded more than fortitude to bear ; 
I saw your agony — I felt your woe — 

CoL You more than fdt it ;— you rerelng^i it too^ 

Br. But, ah, my brother Consul, — your Lucretm 
Fell nobly, as a Roman qptrit riiottld — 
She fell, a modd of transcendent virtue. 

Coi. My mind misgives. What dost thou aim at, 
Brutus? 

Br. (almost enerpowes^dh^Thult ybuth-^iny Titus<-~was 
my age's ho pe 
I lov'd him more than fam^uage can exprtss — 
I thought him born to dignify the world. ^ 

Col. My heart Meeds fur you«-*He may yet be sav'd^^ 

Br. (Jirmly) Consul, — ^fbr Rome I live,— uot for myself 
I dare not trust my fimnesa id this crisis 
Warring '^gainsl ^efj tliti*g mj^soul holds dear ! ' -•'■.^i 
Therefore' letum withoutiae 1^ Iha sMate^^ 
I ought not now to take a seal aiaoiig tiieAK- ! 
Haply my freseaee xskigblt rartiMiatiki^ jiiriice. 
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Look that these f ra itors meet their trial stmight,— 

And then dispatch a messenger to tell me 

How the wise fathers have disposed of— —Go !-- 

[CoLLATiKUs goes out on one ride^ iUten- 
dedi'-mndas Brutus U departing on the 
other side^ Tarquinia rushes Jbrward^ 

Tar. Stop,— tttrn and hear the daughter of your kiag ! 
I speak for justice-?-mercy thou hast none. 
For him, your son, . 
By gratitude and love I drew him off! 
I preserved his life — 
Who shall condemn him for protecting mine ? 

Br. We try the crime i the molive, Heaven will judge. 
My hoqour he hath stabbed — ^I pardon that, 
He hath dona more— he hath betray -d his country. 
That is a crime which every honest heart 
That beats for freedom, every Roman feels, 
And the full stream of Justice must have way. 

Tar. Because thy soul was never sway'd by love 
Canst thou not credit what, his bosom felt ? 

Br. I can believe that beauty such as thine 
May spread a thousand tascinating sn^es 
To lure the wavering and confound the weak ; 
But what is honour, which a sigh can s^ake I 
What is his virtue, whom a tear can melt ? 
Truth, — ^valaar,^usticc,--H?oiurtancy of soul, — 
These are the attributes of manly natures :— 
Be woman e^er so l^teauteous, man was made 
For nobler usof than to be her slave. 

Tar^ Hard, unrelenting man ! Are these the fruits 
Of filial piety, — and hath thy son 
Wearied the gods with pray'rs^ till they restored 
A mind, and gav^ thee leason ? Would io^ Heaven 
They'd given thee mercy tool 'twould* pjio^ beoome thee 
Than these new ensigns, Brutus; more tjian all 
Thy Uctorsy haugh^ Gmuml, — or thy robes, j ^ 
Dipt in the bloo^,— oh horror !^-of a son ! — 
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Br. No more— By atU the godi, Til liear no more. 
Tu A Tford for pity*! sake. BefiHe thy feet. 
Humbled in soul, thy son and prisoptr knteels. ^ 

Love is my plea ; a father is my judge; ' \ 

Nature my advocate !— ^I can no more : 

If these will not appease a parent's heart, ^ 

Strike through them all and lodge thy vengeance here ! 

Br, Break off! I will not, cannot hear thee further. I 

The affliction nature hath imposed on Brutus, 
Brutus will suflfer as he may. — ^Enough 
That we enlarge Tarquinia. Gro, be free ! 
Centurion, give her conduct out of Rome! 
Lictors, secure your prisoner. Point your axes 
To the senate — On ! [^ExH Br u t l s . 

Cent. Come, Lady, you must part. 
Tar. Part! Must we part? 
You sfaatl not tear him from me ; I will die 
Embracing the sad ruin I have made. . 
Cent. Tott've heard the consul. 
Tar. Thou hast beard the king. 
Fought for him while he led you on to conquest. 
Thou art a soldier, and should'st spurn an office 
Which malefactors, though condemned for murder, 
Would rather die by torture than perform. 

TV. If thou dost wish 
That I should 'scape the peril of my fate 
I conjure thee to accord 
To Brutus, and accept lus promised safeguaril. 
Your words, your looks, your'beauty, feed his wiath, : 
In that foir face be reads my guilty Idve, 
And pity flies his heart ; let passion pause ; 
Leave me to solitude, to silence leave me ; . . 

Then nature's gendest whispers may be heard. 

Tar. Say'st thou? Conduct me to the dreariest waste 
That ever melancholy madness trod, 
And let my swelling heart in silence burst ; 
Plunge me in darkness, shroud this &tal form 
In everlatisDf night I am cogitent . 
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I^! lobcj! TbUistbe test of. lave; 
This is the sacrifice :r-I part to save thee ! 

TL See I am warn'd,^ Farewell, my life'k last joy ! 
When TTiy eyes 1ose.tby image, tbev may look » 

On death without dismay. To those blest powers^ 
Who gave thee every virtue, every grace 
That can ensure perfectien, I commit ihee. 

( They embrace and Mrt tern asunder. TiTDs is carried of 
by the\jiCTOB,% on one side^ and TARavmiA by the 
Cekturion aifdGcARira^ en the other.) 
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SCENE II. 

An Apartment in the House of Brutfi. 

Enter Biturvs. 

Br. {alone.) Like a lost, croilty wretch) I look around 
And start at every footstep, lest it bring 
The fetal news of my poor sou's conviction ! — 
Ob Rome, thou little know^st — No more. It comes. 

Enter Yalbrihs. 

VaL My friend, the senate have to thee transferr'd 
The right of judgQient on thy son^s oflfence. 

Br. Tome? 

Vol. To thee alone. 

Br. What of the rest ? 

VaL Their sentence is already pass'd, 
Ev'n now, perhaps, the Lictors* dreaded baiid 
Cuts off their forfeit lives. 

Br. Say*st thou that the senate have to me referred , 
The fete of Titus ? 

Vol. Such is their sovereign will. . . 
They think you merit this AsGngaisK'd bonon 
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* 

A Father's grief deserves to be revered-: 
Rome Will approve whatever you decree. 

Br. And is his guUt establish'd beyond doubt i 

VaL Too clearly. 

Br, iwUh a burst o^ tears) Oh| ye gods ! ye gods ! 
{cotteqtinghimself) Valerius ! 

ItaL il\)a&IL would'st thou, nbble Roman ? 

Br. 'Tis said ihou hastpull'd dc^n dune hous^ Takrius, 
The stately pile that with such cost wag veai'd. 

Vol. I have, but what doth Brutus thence infer ? 

Bt. It was a goodly structure 2 I remember 
How fondly you survey'd its rising grandeur, — 
With what a — fatherly — delight you summcm'd 
Each grace and omament, that might enrich 
The — child — of your creatioa, — ^till it swelled 
To an imperial size, and overpeer^d 
The petty citizens, that humbly dwdt 
Under its lofty walls, in huts and hovels. 
Like emmets at tht foot of towering Etna: 
Then, noUe Roman, then with patriot zeal, 
Sear as it was and valued; you condemned 
And leverd the proud pile ; and in return 
Were by your grateful coonttymen simam'il, 
And shall, to all posterity descend,— 
Poplicola. 

Vut. Yes, Brutus, I conceive 
The awful aim and drift of thy discourse — 
But I conjure thee, pause I Thou art a fiUher. jjl 

Br. I am a Roman Consul I— What, my friend, ^ 

Shall no one but Valerius love his country 
Dearer than house, or property, or children ? 
N^w, follow me ;— and in the face of Heaven 
1*11 mount the judgment-seat ; there see, if Brutus 
Feel not for Rome as warmly as Poplicola. 

[^Exeunt Bnuius om^ VaI/ERius* 



50 



SCENE THE LAST. 

* 

Exterior of the Temple of Mars. Senators^ CiH%en$^ 
C0LLATIKU8, LvcRBTiut, discovered. At the left 
of the stage a Tribunal^ wUh a Consular chair upon it 
Brutus entersy JoUowed hy Talerius ;— Ae hofm us 
he passes^ and ascends the Tribunal. 

Br. Romans, the blood which hath been died tfait dajpL 
Hath been shed wisely. Traitors who conspire 
Against mature societies, may urge 
Their acts as bold and daring ; and tho' Tillains^ 
Yet they are manly villaina— 'But to stab 
The cradled innocent, as these hare done,-*- 
To strike their country in the mother-pangs 
Of struggling child-birth, and direct the dagger 
To freedom's infant throat,-~is a deed so black, 
That my foil'd tongue refuses it a name. [A pause. 

There is one criminal still left for judgment 
Let him approach. 

(Titus is brought in bj/ the Lictors, wAh their ax^s 
turned edgeways towards him.) 

Pris— on— er— 
(7%e voice of Brutus f alters and is choakedy and he 
^ exclaims with 'Solent em^on) 

mRomans ! forgive this agmy of grief— 
yty heart is buisting— Nature must hare way— 
I will perform all that a Roman should— 
I cannot feel less than a father ought ! 

(ffe becomes more calm. Gives a signal to fie LiCTORa 
to fall backj and advances from the Judgfneni^seat to 
the front of the Stage^ on a line with his Son). 
Well, Titus, speEik — ^how is it with thee now ? 
Tell me^ my son, art thou prepared to die ? 

7i. Father, I call the powers of hearen to witness 
Titus dares die, if so you have decreed. 
The gods will have it so. 
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Br. TlM/ win, my Titus: 
Nor heftf'ii, nor earth, can hare it othenrise. 
The violated genius of thy conntrfT 
Rears its sad bead and passes sentence on thee ! 
It seems as if thy iate were pre-ordain'd 
To fix the reeling spirits of the people. 
And settle the loose liberty ef Rome. 
'Tis fix'd ;-K>h9 therefore, let not fancy cheat thte : 
So fix'd thy death, that 'tis not in the power 
Of mortal man to save thee from the ue. 

Ti. The axe I— Oh heaven t— Then must I fiOlso fawiely ? 
What, shall I perish like a common felon ? 

Br. How else do traitors suffer ? — ^Nay, Titus, more— 
I must myself ascend yon sad tribunal 
And there behold thee meet this shame of death,-— 
With all thy hopes and all thy youth upon thee^— 
See thy head taken by the common axe, — 
All,— if the. gods can hold me to my purpose,-— 
Without a groan, without one pitying tear. 

Tu Die like a felon ? — Ha! a common felon ! — 
But I deserve it all :— Yet here I fiiil :— 
This ignomy quite unmans me ! 
Oh, Brutus, Brutus ! Must I call you father 
Yet have no token of your tenderness, 
No sign of mercy ? Not even leave to fidl 
As noble Romans fall, by my own sword ? 
Father, why should you make my heart suspect 
That all your late compassion was dissembled ? 
How can I think that you did ever love me ? 

Br. Think that I love thee by my present passion, 
By these immanly tears, these earthquakes here, 
These si^ that strain the very strings of life,— * 
Let these convince you that no other cause 
Could force a father thus to wrong his nature. 

Ti. Oh, hold, thoa violated majesty 1 
I now submit with calmness to my fate. 
Come forth, ye executioners of jutice— 
Come, take my life><«»«nd give it to my country! 
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Br. Embtaoe tbf wr^ tcbed 6iUiet« M^a^. %t £0& 
Ann thee with patience ia this awfol hour, * . . 
The sov'reigft magistrate of injur'dRome • . 
Bound by his high authority, condenms - ■ . 
A crime, thy father's bleeding heart forgives. . : 
Go — ^meet thy death with a more manly courage 
Than grief now suffers me to shew in parting, ... 
And, while she punishes, let Rome admire thee ! . 
No more. Farewell ! Eternally fiirewell ! — 

Ti. Oh, Brutus ! Oh, my father !— - 

Br. What would'st thou say, my son ? 

Ti. Wilt thou forgive me ?-^Pon't forget Tarquinia 
When I shall be no more. 

Br. Leave her to my care. 

Ti. Farewell, for ever ! 

Br. For ever. [^Brutus re^ascends the TribUHal. 

Lictors, attend!— —conduct your prisoner forth ! 

Vol* (rapidly and anxiously) Whither ! 

[^All tJie characters bendforxmrd in great anxietj/. 

Br. To death ! — (All starts) When you do reach the 
spot 
My hand shall wave, your signal for the act, 
Then let the trumpet's sound proclaim it done ! 
\Tilus is conducted out bj/ the hiCTons. A dead marthy'^- 

which gradually deis atcay as it becomes more distant* 

Brutus remains seated in a melancholy posture on the 

Tribunal. 
Poor youth ! Thy pilgrimage is at an end I 
A few sad steps have brought thee to the brink 
Of that tremendous precipice, whose depth 
No thought of roan can fathom.* Justice, now 
Demands her victim ! A little moment 
And I am childless. ^One effort and 'tis past !— ^ 
[flc rises and waves his hand, convulsed with agUation, 

then drops on his seat and shrouds his face with his 

toga. Three sounds of the trumpet are heard instanilt/. 

All the characters assume attitudes of deep misery. — 
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Bryttvs starts up wildly , descends to thefront inextreme 
agitation^ looks out on the side by which Titus departed^ 
for an instant^ then^ with an hysterical bursty exclaims. 
Justice is satisfy'd and Rome is free ! 

[Brutus falls. The characters groupe aronnd him^ 



END OF THE XaAGEDTr 



:.v 



4 



EPILOGUE, 

Written hy « FRIENA Spoken by Mrs. GLOVER. 



Mat Mrs. tiloTer venture (o appear i 
She neither uses nor speaks daggers here ; 
She comes qrite tame, in the old English way, 
To hope jou all hare — ^wept at our new play. 

Tullia no moie, I tread on English ground ; 
There's pride, hope, courage, in the very sound; 
M;|;^lf your debtor, many a changeful year 
For generous kindness — never changing here, 
I come to ask that kindness now for one 
Unknown, — or but by this night's fortunes known, 
To cheer a trembling votary of the Nine, 
And fill his heart with gratitude — ^like mine. 

Aye, this is England — ^well its signs I know, 
Beauty above, around me, and below : 
Such cheeks of rose, such bright bewitching eyes ! 
Well may the kneeling world give you the prize ! 
Where, whereon earth does woman wear a smile 
Like yours, ye glory of " the glorious isle.'' 

But bless me — ^what, two nondescripts together, 

The she — a pile of ribband, straw, and feather ; 

Her back a pillion, all above and on it 

A church-bdl? cradle ? tower r — ^No, fiaith, a Itonnet! 

Aye, and an actual woman in it, able — 

Rouse but her tongue, to make that tower a Babel ! 

Now for the fte, the fellow nondescript. 
Whence has that mockery of man been shipt ? 
Have Ross or Buck an, brought him to console 
The quidnuncs for the passage to the pole ? 
While, on her iceberg, howls some Greenland squaw 
Robbed of her pretty monster till next thaw ! 
No, Paris has the honour. " Ah que oui^^ — 
*^ VoiUr — ^theair, grace, shrug,— smell of Pcra! 
France gave, his step its trip, his tongue its phrase, 
His head its peruke, arid his waist its stays ! 
The thing is contraband. — Let's crush the trade, 
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LciJies, insist on't — all is best Ad;:/r mad'^'— - i. 
-i// British, from your bhoe-tye or your lai, 
Down \o that taitalizing wretch — cali'd — man ! 

Now for ihe compound crctUurc — Ihb:, the wig^ 
Witli evorv frizzle sinjsri'li*^;;: to look bi^ J 
On the rongeM-chcck tbc frcph dyed whisker spread, 
The Ihc'.'N'ii'.lih way or(lressin£:a ciilf's head. 
The neckcloth next, where slarch'und '^▼balebone vie 
To make the blave a walking pillory. 
The l)ol8ler'd b(»«om — ^ah ! ye envying fair, 
How little dream voii of the stuff that's there*!' 
What straps, r >;'i:'. sic?T, the aching ribs comppess, 
1.6 ^r.akcthe Dantlj •• beuuufu^ly les>».'* 
Thus fools, their fMi:»lstake of folly cast, 
Bv insr»'icl. *'ys.ydt. u^rAitoais cO:** (it last. 
?.Tisjuu;jing Siiakspeare I this osoaptul thiae eye, 
Tor \\\o the brains arc rat. the tliiig 'cr(/«'t d'\ 

And now, fan svi?il ! Iht one* word for ihc Bun!^ — 
The smiii^ cf Beuuiv Is ;a.*best reward; 
Then smile u])on hiia. >';'j,i;.".d yo'j,airi jo^: ! 
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